= LA. * p 1 * 
* pn Y 
its * | 
4 | | ' | * H 
. 4 


f 
7 
*4 


NIGHTINGALE;. ; 
4 . jo CHOICE K 57 4 
Collection of New SON GS. 


- td. Sauk iO). Me M2 


CONTAINING, 


1. ALL ON THE PLEASANT Banks or TWBEDs 4 
2. I wis# THAT THE WARS WERE ALL OVERe M1 


. The Jozit et, E ? 4 
4 Hz STOLE MY TENDER HzART a WAT. 
5. The Nux. a | | 4 Ws 
\ . ; " L e 1 a 
6. The Powtn or Lovs; -' '* 
: | 3 " 
7. MyRTILL a 1 
| =. —— PF — NP — SEE _ ——— — 0 
TEWKESBURT: - 


Printed and Sold by S. HaxwarD; Sold alſo at 
his Shops in Gi and CHELTENHAM $ 
Where may be had all- Sorts of New and Old 

Songs; Penny Hiftories, &c. Wholeſale and. | ; 
- Likewiſe the True Originai Daffys 4 
Elixir, Bateman's Drops, Scotch Pills, and all 74 
ether Medicines of eſtabliſhed reput putation, cht 


e e in the n. 


* 


- e 
TS W E 


Wehr. &c. 


* , * * * * 5 * * = } /- 
* . 1 \ # Xu \ \ . V N . 
%w 


4 
Jt Rn RNS DEP? *D — . 2 r ' 23> B r a IDS 
ens” 4 wa aw — 


Alli on the pleaſant banks of Tweed. 


ILL on the pleaſant banks of Tweed, 
Young Jockey won my heart, 
8 play 'd fo o ſweet on oaten reed, 
Nor ſung with ſo much art, 
His ſoothing tale did ſoon prevail, 
Aud made me fondly love him, 


But now he flies nor heed my eries 
Ab! why did I believe him. 


© When firſt the youth made his addreſs, 
le novght but love did ſay, 
© Give me heery'd my heart again, 
The heart you have ſtole away, 
Nr elſe incline to give me thine, 7 E - N 
And I'll together join —_ 5; 
My faithtul heart could never . 
Ah! why did I believe him, | 


Not now my flighted face he know F 
Is ſoon forgotten clear, 8 
Te wealthier laſs. o erjoy'd 8 
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M.iſtaken fair the youth's 2 chear, 
Nor for a moment truſt him, © 
For ſhining gold he's bought and ſold, 
Ah! why did I believe him. 4. 
Now all you maidens ſlight the ſwain, 
His flattering ſtory ſhun, | 


I with that the Wars were all over, 


OWN in the meadows the violets ſo blue, 
l here I ſaw pretty Polly a milking her cow, 
The ſong that ſhe ſung made the groves for to ring, 
My Billy is gone and left me to ſerve the King. | 
And I wiſh. that the wars were all over, 


I ſtept up to her, and made her this reply, 
And ſaid my dear Polly what makes you to cry, 
My Billy is gone from me whom I love fo dear, 
The Americans will kill him fo great is my fear. 

And I with that the wars were all over. 


: 2 "Fx ; 
Or you like me will be betray'd, _ + 
Like me you will be undone, _ v "Rn 
But peace my breaſt I'll not break my reſ, AF 
But try quite to forget bim, EY 4 
I ſoon may ſee as geod as he, Vf bi 
I wiſh I had neyer ſeen him. i. 
eme q 


I ſaid my dear Polly can you faney me, 
Ill make you as happy as happy can be, 
No, no, fir, ſaid the, that never can be, 
I ne'er ſhalk be happy till Billy I fee, - 
And I with that the wars were all over. 
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2 food amazed to hear het ſhe ſaid, 

The ſmall birds a ſinging on every tree: 

The notes that ſhe ſung were nightingales notes, 
How the lark and the linnet warble their throats, 
? And ſhe ſung that the wars were all over, 


I now with parents no longer can ſtay, 
To ſeek for my Billy I'll haſte and away, 

70 ſce if my Billy will make me his wife, 
. ſike I freely will venture my life. 
And I'll fight till the wars are all over. 


| Now to ſome taylor I'll haſte away, 

To rig myſeif out in young man's array, 
Ls a bold fellow ſo neat and fo trim, 
80 free for bis fake I'II go and ſerve the king, 
* And I fight "ill the wars are all over. 
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The JUBILEE. 


_ IS is fir, a jubilee, 

Crowiding without company, 
Riot without jollity, 

| That's a jubilee, 

Critics thus will ſay, fir, 

We hope that you will ſtay, fry 

IJ To ſez our jubilee, 


4 On the read ſuch croſſes, fir 
CTCourſing, jols, and toſſes, fir, 
Foſting without horſes, ſir, 

This js fir, a jubilee. 

w- an thus wil . in &c. 
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Odes, fir, without poetry, 
Mufic, without melody, 
Singing, without harmony; 
This is fir, a jubilee. 
Critics thus will ſay, fir, &c. 


Holes to thruſt yonr head in, fir, 
Lodgings without bedding, fir, 
Beds as if they'd lead in, fir, 

| Tho is fir, a jubilee, 
Critics thus will ſay, fir, &c. 


| Blankets, without ſheeting, fir, 
Dinners, without eating, fir, 

Not without much cheating, fir, 1 

| | This 1s fir, NT : _—_ 


— 


Critics thus will ſay, fir, | 4 
We hope that you will ſtay, fir,  * = 

I To ſee our jubilee, a = 
O the rare jubille. ESL : 1 
„He ſtole my tender Heart away. 42 


2 fields were green, the hills were gay, 
The birds were ſinging on each [prays | 
When Colin met me in the grove, 

And told'me tender tales of love ; 

Was ever ſwain ſo blithe as he, 

So kind, ſo faithful, and fo free, 

In ſpe of all my friends could ſay, 

Young Colin ſtole my heart away. 


| When &er he trips the meads alo»g, 
| He ſweetly j Jos th woodlarks _ 
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And my heart it loves frolic too well for a nun. 


N 
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I can keep myſelf chaſte nor by wiles be undone, 


"a 2 
And when he dances on the green, 
There's none fo blythe as Colin ſeen : 


If he's but by I nothing fear, - Ws 
For I alone am all his care; Bu 
Lben ſpite of all my friends can ſay, _ 


He's dale my tender heart aways. 


My mother chides when e'er I roam, 
And — ſurpris'd I quit my home; 
But ſhe'd nor wonder that TI rove, 

Did ſhe but know how much L love : 112 
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He $ ſtole my render heart away, | 0 
bis 
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The N U R 


gow a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen, Y 
Was ne*erſo diftreſs'd as of late J have been, A! 
1 know not I vow, any harm! have done, C 
But my mother oft tells me ſhe Il have me a nun. 


Dont you think it a pity a girl ſuch as I, 
Should be ſentenc d to pray, to ſaſt and to n 
With ways fo devout Im not like to be won, 


To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwea, x 
Is a theuſand times better to me I declare, 4 


Nay beſides I'm to handſome I think for a nun. 


Not to Joveiaor belov'd; oh I never can _ 
* er to be ae ts one cannot tell Where, 
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bu Ya the; 
To live and to die in this caſe were all be, 
ay I ſooner weu'd die, then be reckvujrd a nun. 
Perhaps but to teize me, the threatens me fo, 
Jam ſure were ſhe me ſhe would ſtoutly fay no, 
But if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will run, 

\nd be married in ſpite, that. I-mayn't be-a nun. 
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The Power of Love. 


A S Damon and Phillis were keeping of ſheep, 

She ſwain on # cock of new hay tell afleep, 

The nymph in affroliek ſlept behind a green gak, 
Lo fee how her Damon would ſeem when he Woke, 
ot long ſhe'd been there, but he open'd his eyes, 
ing not ſeeing his Phillis Was track with ſurprize, 


e ſnatch'd up his crook and ran wild o'er the plain, 


nd thus he enquir d of each nymph and ſwain. 
Have ye ſeen e er a ſhepherdeſs tripping this way, 


een, Sgt 
. in ruſſet apparel yet grand in her mein, 
feſembling in beauty the fam'd Cyprian queen, 
wo lambkins milk white. as her boſom IL'Il give, 
et me but ſome tidings of Phillis receive, 


nd if ye atk. more be ſo generous ye {waids, 


* \cftore me the ny mph ye hall kits for your pains, - 


Thus he ſpoke but no tidings of Phillis cou'd hear 
hen back to his flock he return'd in deſpair, 
o the oak when ſhe ſaw him the wanton did go, 


* oth joy and ſurprize at once ſtruck the poor ſwain, 
** Pnraptdr'd he gaz d on his Phillis again, 
. 8 | 


s blithe as the ſpring and as, bright, as the day, 


Ind when he came neax het popt out and cry'd bo! 
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He chided 2 nile ſhe ſmil'd at his care, 
e gave * * made up the affair. 
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MYRTILLA. 


V. chearful virgins have you ſcen, 
My fair Myrtilla pafs the green, 
To role or jeſſamine bower, 
Where does ſhe ſeek the woodbine ſhade, 
For ſure ye know the blooming maid, 
-, Sweet as the May born flower. 


Her cheeks is like the maiden roſe, 

Join d with the filly as it blows, 

Where each in ſweetneſs vie, 

Like dew drops gliſtening in the morn, 

© When Phoebus: gilds the flow'ring thorns 
Health ſparkles in her eye. | 


this ſong is like the linnets lay, 

That warbles chearful on the f ſpray, 
To hail the vernal beam, 5 

Her heart is blyther than her ſong, 

. Her paſſions gently move along, 


Like the ſmooth glidi en. 
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